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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








6 Now: my dears,” says the Ameri. 

can millionaire father to his daughters: 
“my little article in the way of a titled. hus- 
band shall be bought for you regardless of ex- 
pense. Here is a courtesy lord, ninth son of 
an English earl, who having tried to live by 
his wits, which are infinitesimal, on his papa, 
who hasn’t enough income to pay the rent of 
our house on the Avenue, and by making books 
on races—a pursuit which requires some knowl- 
edge of elemental arithmetic—is now driven 
to the last extremity, and offers his thin blue 
blood, his drawl, his eye-glass, and his cour- 
tesy title to the highest bidder. If you take 
this lot, his relatives will snub you, his acquaint- 


ances will regard you as a semi-savage curios- | 


ity, he will spend all your income, insult me, 
and finally break your heart or drive you to 
the Divorce Court. Still you will be ‘ my lady,’ 
and if all his elder brothers would only oblige 
him by dying, you might some day be a count- 
ess. If this prospect is not sufficiently alluring, 
here is a Scotch peer with 2,000 acres of bar- 
ren rock and heath, but without a seat in the 
Lords. He has a following of ragged clansmen, 
who live on porridge and haggis and cocka- 
leekie, who will fawn and toady so long as you 
feed them. You will be shut up in the high- 
lands all the year round, except for a month or 
two, when your husband can rent the shooting 
for enough to pay his expenses for a few weeks 
in London or Paris, when all the fashionable 
world has left those cities. 
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“If you prefer the continental nobility, per- 
haps less exclusive, but certainly not more 
wealthy, let me call your attention to a German 
baron with an estate consisting of a leased vine- 
yard and a ruined town. He has a talent for 
rouge et noir, and an intimate acquaintance with 
the shadiest habitués of all the spas. I don’t 
think you'd like his ideas or his habits, but that 
would be your affair. A French scion of the 
old noblesse sounds attractive; but when you con- 
sider that he is as poor as a church-mouse, and 
that the pretensions of his family have not been 
recognized for fifty years and are never likely 
to be again, a good deal of the romance is 





wiped out. Italians and Spaniards are quoted 
| cheap, and you can have any title you want 
| either ready-made or to order in the custom 
| department; but in countries where everybody, 
except the beggars, is titled, rank is by no 
means the guinea stamp. 


* 
* * 
‘* Respectable, worthy and prosperous Ameri- 


| can men of business can be had without pur- | 


chase, but they are unfortunately only plain 
gentlemen, and their wives can never be any- 
thing but simple ladies without the magic “ my” 
before. I couldn’t think of inducing you to 
take such commonplace lots, and, after all, I 
_ might like to be the father-in-law of two or 


| three dukes and ‘sich’; but I wouldn’t be do- 
ing my duty if I forgot to recall to your mem- 
ories that there are such things as American 
men who are looking for American wives. You 
don’t want them? So be it. 
toys; but don’t come to me to put them to- 
gether when they go to pieces. Remember 
they are not warranted, and the purchaser takes 
ali risks,” 
* 
* * 

Well, and suppose he did? Who cares? 
Despotism in its dotage is neither an appalling 
nor an interesting spectacle. It is something 
at which free men can afford to smile. Ger- 
many has not insulted the United States. ‘The 
| self-made ruler of Germany, the self-constituted 
| autocrat of the empire, an old man, bitter in the 





Buy your pretty | 


thought of his failing powers, childishly angry 
to think that the structure of tyranny he has 
raised must tumble at his death, and that even 
now it does not command the respect or fear of 
the world—this old man tries to put a senile 
slight on the republic which sympathizes with 
the republican feeling in Germany. Well, and 
suppose he does? Let him be rebuked in due 
time, and let us think no more of his folly. It 
is not worth even the honor of positive con- 
tempt. Even a smile is wasted on it. 


* 
* * 


Most politicians have a specialty. The high- 
| est point they can gain in it is to become can- 
‘ didates for the Presidency, and it is a curious 
fact that men who are distinguished as candi- 
‘dates for the Presidency rarely become Presi- 
dents. Mr. Tilden, though he might have been 
elected, certainly never drew the salary that 
goes with the office. Horatio Seymour has 
gained fame by persistently publishing to the 
world that he is not a candidate. General 
Grant, James G. Blaine, Roscoe Conkling and 
George Francis Train promise to be always in 
the field; but now there comes along a new 
and formidable rival in the shape of John A. 
Logan. 





* 
* * 


Mr. Logan has, for some time past, been 
working up a boom. It is not a very big boom, 
but it is a boom for all that. It will have to be 
much larger and stronger before anything can 
| be done with it, and it may be said in its favor 
| that it has a pretty firm foundation, In the 
| first place, Mr. Logan is the bosom friend of 
| Grant. That is extensive political capital. Po- 
| litically it is better to be the bosom friend of 
| Grant than Grant himself, at least with regard 
'to the Presidential nomination. Logan, too, 
_loves a soldier. ‘The military vote is not to be 
ignored. It won’t put a man in the White 
' House, but it is a nice popular thing to have, 
| especially when combined with solidity for Lo- 
| gan himself; yet the boom will have to assume 
| much larger dimensions before it can be con- 
| sidered as capable of being utilized. 
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COPYRIGHT IN CONGRESS. 





‘There are probably not many thousand peo- 
ple who have heard of Mr. Deuster, It isstrange; 
for Mr. Deuster is a Democrat. He is alsoa 
member of Congress, and the State of Wiscon- 
sin is responsible for his appearance in that 
astute and dignified body. 

Mr. Deuster has especially distinguished him- 
self by his opposition to the proposed bill grant- 
ing copyrights to citizens of foreign countries. 
He said last week in the House that the effect 
of the bill would be to make books dear, and 
to tax our people for the benefit of foreign 
authors. Then he supplemented his remarks 
in a fine, logical spirit by stating that the bill 
would also throw out of employment men who were 
engaged in making reprints of foreign authors. 

Now, it is a very unfortunate thing that any 
man should be thrown out of employment, and 
it is the duty of members of Congress to cham- 
pion the cause of those who run the risk of 
being placed in such an unfortunate position. 
But then if sympathy is to be expressed for 
ali men who are engaged in questionable occu- 
pations, it would be a difficult matter to say 
just where the line should be drawn. 

Appropriating a man’s literary work without 
paying for it, even if the author should have 
the misfortune to live out of the United States, 
is not much more worthy of admiration than 
pocket-picking or counterfeiting. If it is a sin 
to rob a bank of its securities or its specie, it 
is not the lightest kind of a crime to rob a 
writer of the fair profits of his brains. 

Mr. Deuster ought to turn his intellect and 
his arguments on something else besides copy- 
right. ‘There is not scope enough for him in 
that subject. 

We may soon expect to hear of new and 
original measures introduced by Mr. Deuster. 
A bill for the encouragement of burglary would 
be a good thing, on the ground that numbers 
of honest, hard-working artisans and mechanics 
get their living by making jimmies, skeleton- 
keys, and all the tools for cracking cribs. 

Again, a bill might be prepared for discour- 
aging the use of genuine United States money, 
for the reason that there are hundreds of pro- 
fessional counterfeiters who have brought the 
business ‘to a high state of perfection, and that 
they will starve if the law interferes too much. 
The same rule might apply to professional mur- 
derers and dead-beats. 





When a man has spent years of toil and 
tribulation in endeavoring to qualify himself for 
a first-class murderer, it makes him sad to wake 
up, one beautiful morning, and to find that 
new and cruel laws have been enacted against 
those of his craft. It is the passing of such 
measures that Mr. Deuster should do his best 
to prevent—the murderer is worthy of his vic- 
tim, and why should the murderer’s trade be 
ruined to gratify a few cranky philanthropists ? 
To what is he to turn his attention if the busi- 
ness is closed to him? It is like telling the 
over-worked horse-car driver that if he thinks 
the hours too long he must go West—*to insist 
on an over-worked murderer finding some other 
occupation. 








SCHILLER’S SOLIDITY. 





A poem in Zhe Century is headed with a quo- 
tation from Schiller: 

««The There is never Here.” 

This, Colonel Schiller, is where you have got 
on to a great and permanent truth; but you 
don’t begin to realize the dimensions ‘of it. 
You can sink a shaft in that location half-way 
to China and strike pay rock every foot. Not 


only is the There never Here—or so rarely as | 
not to materially influence the market, but has | 
it ever occurred to you that the Here is but in- | 


frequently There? ‘Then, as a cock-eyed poet 
observed to us once, the Hence is not Hither 
more than once out of a possible ten times. 
And the Where is never Why, too; and no more 
is the Off the On, or the Under the Over. All 


these facts are lying like barnacles about the | 


great and glorious verity that you have struck, 
Judge Schiller, and there are more behind. 
Great minds have been exercised before this, 
and strong men have suffered and fair women 
have wept over the tendency of the Somewhere 
to keep strictly separate from Nowhere. ‘Then 
there’s the Now. 


have put that down. 


Major Schiller; but you don’t know how to | 
Still, we respect you for your efforts | 


work it. 
in the cause of truth and originality, and we are 
willing to put money on your statements. Any 
man who wants to call at our office and bet that 
Governor Schiller is wrong in saying that the 
There is never Here can be accommodated 
right down to our last kreuzer. 








THEY WILL HAVE TO COME TO IIT. 





THE 


BURGLAKkS’ 


STRIKE, 





Puckerings. 


A Fiev_p-Guiass--Shandy Gaff. 





A Fa.sE Prorrr—Fraudulent Bankruptcy. 





IT SEEMS to us that the Boston Idea is being 
carried a little too far when a young lady from 
Beacon Street talks about the “ Liederkranz 
Globule.” 





Tuis Is the time of the year that Sammy 
Tilden takes his boom out of its cedar box, 
to ascertain if it is free from moths and all 
right to fetch out and trot around the country 
for a few months. 


A PRISONER IN the Tombs recently hung him- 
self in his cell, after carefully studying the Field 
Criminal Code. The papers do not say so, but 
he must have been a conscientious lawyer who 





Did you think of the Now? | 
The Now is never Then, you know. You might | 
Oh, you’ve got the idea, | 


respected his profession. 





| IT Now appears that Barnum’s white elephant 
| and the spotted boy are cousins. Both are suf- 
| fering from a disease known as leucoderma, or 
| whitening of the skin. We wish some of the 


| great American tramps would catch it, 





THE British Possessions: —A huge big- 
checked ulster; a contempt for our ’bus system; 
a field-glass; a ’elmet-’at; a puggaree; a rub- 
| ber bath-tub to use while traveling; a pair of 
| gaiters with drab uppers; a wide acquaintance 
with the nobility; and a patronizing air. 





| SINCE ‘TENNYSON’s elevation to the peerage 
| many of the country papers have been printing 
a cut of him which, if it hadn’t his name un- 
der it, would be taken by the average reader 
for the long-haired Indian herb-doctor who oc- 
casionally sgures in the advertising-columns 
| without his sombrero on. 





|  ‘Tuis Is the time that the clothier sheds tears 
| as large as crab-apples when he looks over his 
| stock and sees the great number of fur-trimmed 
| overcoats he has on hand. But in another 
| minute he will smile a smile containing a vast 
| amount of sunshine to the square inch when he 
sells those coats, with the fur removed, to the 
unsuspecting swell for a regular light overcoat. 


Mr. HANKINSON - BOOMWHIFTER recently 
made up his mind that he had lost a sufficient 
number of articles by throwing them at cats in 
the back yard. So he determined to obviate 
that by using his bootjack altogether, and fasten- 
ing a rope to it, in order to be able to pull it 
back to throw again. About two nights ago a 
tomcat set up an arix, and Mr. Hankinson- 
Boomwhifter opened the window softly and 

looked for the cat, which minstrel he soon dis- 
covered perched serenely on the fence at the 
end of the yard. Fearing that the rope might 
fly out into the yard, he wound the end of it 
around his left hand and took the bootjack in 
his right. ‘Taking a step or two toward the 
window, he let the bootjack go as hard as he 
could. About twenty feet from the window- 
sill the bootjack had traveied as far as it pos- 
sibly could, and it had been so swiftly thrown 
| that before Mr. Hankinson-Boomwhifter could 
let go of the rope to save himself, he was lifted 
| off his feet and sent shooting on after the boot- 
' jack. And when he landed in an empty ash- 
barrel, and shot so far down into it that his feet 
‘were just opposite his eyes, and. the cat came 
up as though to ask him what was the matter, 
_his looks seemed to indicate the fact that if he 
| ever again made a similar attempt at bootjack- 
| throwing, he would first tie the rope to the 
bureau. 
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BOOM LITERATURE. 


Puck’s PRELIMINARY POLITICALETTES. 








We are prepared to furnish candidates for 
nomination for the Presidency with neat, effect- 
ive and water-tight anecdotes at lowrates, These 
may be relied on to be in the latest political 
fashion, and carefully calculated to assist small 
and sickly booms. ‘The following are fair 
samples: 

I 


[The Athlete Boom—Valuable for Candidates in 


feeble health.) 

A gentleman living in Tarrytown, while driv- 
ing down to Yonkers the other day, was aston- 
ished to see a large and heavy tree-trunk, at 
least three feet in diameter, apparently moving 
by itself across the fields. Alighting from his 
carriage to observe the phenomenon more 
closely, he was surprised to see that the trunk 
was born upon the shoulders of a man at least 
seventy years of age. 

He accosted the venerable Hercules, who 
smiled pleasantly, and said, in answer to an in- 
quiry: 

“Oh, yes, I am doing this simply for amuse- 
ment and exercise, It is my daily custom. I 
suppose I shall give it up when I’m old enough. 
No, | am not obliged to do it; nor am I in pe- 
cuniary distress. I am the owner of that house 
you see below there.” 

The house was “Greystone,” and the active 
old gentleman was Mr, S-m-el J-nes T-ld-n,— 
Sawkill Straightcut Gazette. ‘ 





Il. 
[ Zhe Charity Boom Suitable for Candidates sus- 
pected of being too reserved with their barrels.) 


A simple and unostentatious act of charity 
came to our notice the other day, and we think 
it our duty to recount the circumstances, in 
these days of grasping and monopolistic ten- 
dencies. A widow living in the village of 
Hiram, O., was in straitened circumstances, Al- 
though a worthy and excellent person, her pride 
forbade her to disclose her poverty, and her 
condition was truly pitiable. One day last 
month she applied to a grocer in Hiram for a 
few pounds of flour on credit. ‘The grocer, an 





III. 
[Zhe Self-Made-Man Boom—Great for Candt- 
dates who want to catch the horny-handed,] 


Forty years ago the teacher of a school in 
Illinois noticed that every day, after school- 
hours, a strange boy of fourteen entered the 
school building through a window and remained 
for some time. Curious to find what the youth 
wanted, he one afternoon followed him, and 
sternly inquired his object. With tears in his 
eyes, the boy explained. 

“ My mother, sir,”’ he said: “ isa poor widow, 
who can not afford to send me to school. I 
am obliged to stay at home and help her with 


the washing. But in the afternoon I caught | 
an hour or two in which to study out of the | 


other boys’ books. I have now got through 
the alphabet, and am beginning with. words 


AN EXAMPLE. 


THE MAN WITH THE MENDED Ear. 








Having been to “ Yurrup”’ on a six-weeks’ 
Sunday-school excursion, Dobbs thinks he is an 
authority on all matters concerning the other 
side, from the functions of Mrs. Guelph’s four- 
teenth lady-in-attendance to the middle name 
of Lucretia Borgia. Naturally Dobbs sees 
many statements in the papers which disgust 
him by their errors. Dobbs wants to be for- 
eign exchange editor of a great daily. He should 
take warning by the eventful experience of Mr. 
Alleweil—McElwee Gates Alleweil—who grew 
up as he was born—-stone-deaf. 

If Heaven lied about Alleweil in his infancy, 
he heard nothing of it; he was even impervious 





of one syllable.* I hope, sir, I am doing no 
harm ?” 

The teacher’s eyes filled with tears as he 
turned away. 

“ You are doing no harm, my boy,” he said: 
“go on, and I will help you hereafter. There 
is the making of a President in you.” 

Perhaps the teacher’s words were prophetic, 
for the boy of forty years ago is now known 
throughout the length and breadth of the land 
as J-hn A. L-g-n, of Illinois.-—Peorta Weekly Bill- 
board. 








OCCASIONALLY WE see in our exchanges com- 
ments on the workingman, and as a general 
thing these comments are given under the head 
of “Labor Troubles.” We have not given this 
subject much calm thought; but we take great 
pleasure in giving a few definitions to show our 
idea of the thing. 


morning and go to work at seven; being ob- 
liged to climb up a ladder six stories high, with 
the mortar running out of the hod down one’s 
neck; not to be able to be sick without being 
docked; having to sit on the curb-stone and 
eat a lot of stuff that has been soaking in a tin 
pail since day-break; to be obliged to live in a 
tenement-house; and to have to work on a scaf- 
fold in a pelting rain-storm, without a page to 
hold up one’s umbrella. 





* We are obliged to charge an extra price for this story, 


irritable and impulsive man, refused to trust her | on account of its extreme improbability.—Ep. Puck. 


for the flour, and the widow, after 





a last piteous appeal, left the shop, 
scarcely noticing, in her grief, the | 
presence of a quiet and modestly 
attired stranger standing near the 
barrel of dried apples. 

On returning to her humble dwell- 


HOPE. 


A FORLORN 









ing, a few hours later, the widow 
found that a wagon had just depos- 
ited at her door a barrel of flour, 
a bushel of potatos, two pounds of 
sugar and half a ham. 

Hastening back to thank the gro- 
cer for what she supposed to be his 
sudden generosity, she learned that 
the benevolent donor was the quiet 
gentleman who had stood by the 
barrel of dried apples. 

Since then, the widow has receiv- 
ed from the same source a ton of 
coal and twelve pounds of soda- 
crackers, and daily blesses her kind 
friend. 

The name of her modest bene- 
factor was given us in confidence; 
but, in view of the aspersions re- 
cently cast upon the generosity 
of an upright and much maligned 
statesman, we will venture to break 
our pledge. 

The man was J-hn Sh-rm-n, of 
Ohio.—Ciyde (O.) Cymbal. 
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Diminutive Dupe.—** Why do you make me wait until the last dance?” 
Youne Lapy.—*‘ Oh, to give you time to grow!” 











Labor troubles, strictly | 
speaking, are: Having to get up at six in the | 


to the music of the spheres, and not being able 
as a babe to hear himself cry, he slept soundly 
| and became a healthy youth. In the course of 
| his search for occupation—his failure to have 
| himself born in Ireland having incapacitated 
him for official life—Alleweil became the leader 
| of an Italian orchestra. Neither applause nor 
| hisses diverted him from the even tenor of the 
| score, and he would in time doubtless have hired 
prime donne—all babies barred—had he not 
_ one cold day betrayed his infirmity to his em- 
| ployer when the latter approached him person- 
ally for the first time and suggested a raise of 
| salary. So Alleweil was “ fired,” so to speak, and 
| became exchange editor of a leading morning 
| daily at eight dollars a week. 
| Here he worked assiduously with gum-pot 
| and scissors, fought cockroaches ard attained a 
| good old age. The precocious prize-fighter 
_ who acted as office-boy ofttimes delighted him- 
self when he brought Alleweil his exchanges by 
some such remark as, “ Reach out your large, 
slick ear, and let me filter mental pabulum into 
your shining cranium”’; or, “‘ How do you feel 
to-day, old bald-top ?” All of which Alleweil un- 
fortunately could not hear. 

But one day Alleweil felt spring in the air, 
and took a walk in the country to Harlem 
Heights. One of the goats which always stand 
there waiting for comic artists spied the bald 
spot under his hat, and loving a shining mark, 
made at him. ‘The concussion was terrific, and 
Alleweil’s ears were mended. 

That evening the office-boy brought Alleweil 
a tremendous stock of European “journals.” 
Alleweil’s back was turned, and 
the youth, as was his wont, invoked 
him choicely.in audible tones, con- 
cluding with the witticism: 

“Wee gates, Alleweil, eh?” 

The restored auditor at once 





*” = (Ba). seized the hapless lad, and in spite 
Bie » of his piteous pleadings ran him 
MAYS through with a copy-file, pasted 

, 


back his ears, dipped him in an 
ink-pot and stuck him to the wall. 
The managing editor came around 
soon after and thought he saw a 
cockroach on the wall. He wrote 
on Alleweil’s tablets: 

“JT have your complaint about 
cockroaches under consideration.” 
Alleweil was “ fired”? the next 

day for having needlessly enlisted 
| his chief’s sympathy. 
So Dobbs should beware. 
JouNn Pau. Bocock. 
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NOTHING MAKES a man quite as 
* sad as to arrive at the office in the 
morning and find that he has left 
his cigarettes at home on the man- 
tel-piece—unless’ it is to go home 
the next night and ascertain just 
after dinner that he has left his 
cigarettes at the office. 
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*¢«T’ll return it on Saturday, sure!’ 


«« T’ll smoke it later!” 
this to post last week!’ 


«* Hold on, sir—you’re next!” 


‘¢ Heavens! my wife gave me 
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FAMILIAR EXPRESSIONS. 














** Not at home!”’ 








THE HON. EPHRAIM MUGGINS, | 





ON THE COMING AMERICAN DIALECT. 





Are we Americans, or are we not? If not, 
what are we ? 

This question is evoked by reading the fol- 
lowing excerpt from a paragraph in a late num- 
ber of the London Safurday Riview : 

‘«There is no denying that a certain set of young 
Americans—more particularly in New York and in Bos- 
ton—affect the Englishman and ape all his affectations. 
They mimic every English trick in the most snobbish 
way. They attempt an English accent, and they sprin- 
kle Briticisms freely through their speech. They talk of 
their ‘fads,’ and they call people ‘cads,’ and they 
abound in the most amusing little affectations. Their 
greatest happiness is to be taken for an Englishman—a 
joy not often vouchsafed to them.” 


Well, what of it ? 

If our English friends are par excellence, in 
their own estimation, how can they reasonably 
find fault with us for copying their style of 
speech and manner of dress? 

Have we not been told, time and again, that 
Europeans will not employ American teachers 
to teach them the English language, decause we 
do not pronounce it correctly, while, on the other 
hand, the English method of speech is regarded 
as the only correct standard? 

This being the case, is it not time that we | 
began to “get ourselves up” in matters of de- 
portment, don’t yah know—and aspashaly in | 
tha mattah of pwonunshyashun, don’t yah see? | 

' We pay our money and we want the correct : 
thing, and we think it outrageously unreason- | 
able for the Sa/urday Review to find fault with | 
us for doing the very things they do themselves, | 
and which they hold up before the world as the | 
only proper caper. 

It is only a few days ago that a prominent | 
publishing house in New York issued a book | 
under the exclamatory title of “ Don’t,”” which 
said book purports to give us crude Americans 
some idea of the vulgar things we ought not to 
say or do, if we are to regulate ourselves ac- 
cording to the noble examples set by our royal 
cousins across the deepy brine. 

According to this book we ought not to put 





- ae 
our feet upon the mantel-piece or dining-table; 
we ought not to eat with a carving-knife, nor | 
, call another fellow a gentleman. 


Thus, little by little, all the distinctive trade- 


! marks that have hitherto characterized the sons 
and daughters of America will be ruthlessly 


obliterated, and there will be no way of telling 
a Yankee from a blarsted Briton. 

I dare say this is all quite right. I find no 
fault with fate—if this is fate, and I presume 
it is—but I would suggest to our wise and pru- 
dent Boards and other wooden supervisors of 
our American education the advisability of 
establishing a professorship of Cockney pro- 
nunciation and manners, so that we may be 
able to know that we have the Simon- pure 
thing, and no spurious imitation, Let us im- 
port a real Cockney swell, in order that there 
may be no mistake about the matter, and then 
we shall be happy. 

Then, if we can get up a real London fog, 
we can imagine ourselves across the ocean blue, 
without the trouble of taking a sea voyage, and 
we won’t be able to tell ourselves from any other 
Cockney cad, or fad, or whatever they are. 

Patiently awaiting this coming joy to com- 
plete our happiness, I remain 


Yours orthoepically, 
EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 








MATURITY. 

The sweetest little baby 

We dance upon our knee 
At thirty ’s oft a spinster 

As tart as tart can be. 
Tis so the fragrant blossom 

Upon the orchard tree 
Turns into an apple 

As sour as sour can be. 





Twe Fijians call the human dead bodies on 
which they are about to dine “long pig.’” Amer- 
icans are not cannibals; but there are numbers 
of long and short pigs knocking around among 
our fellow-citizens who are by no means dead 
yet. 


** Hi! here’s my street!” 


«« Excuse me, sir, you’ve made 
, a mistake—this isn’t mine!” 


‘I’m having my watch repaired!” 
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‘¢ Come out on the sidewalk!” 


ENCE. 


A BULLET SHOT upward from the earth goes 

up to aphelion with a retarded or decreasing 

: motion; but when it is fired at a dog or an in- 

furiated steer by a New York policeman, it is 

liable to go around a street-corner and hit a 
pedestrian in the leg. 
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PERSONS WHO are wasting their mental pow- 
ers trying to solve the problem why such per- 
sons as Oscar Wilde, fat women, Herr Most, 
living skeletons, O’ Dynamite Rossa and other 
freaks are permitted to be born into this world, 
may derive considerable consolation from the 
fact that the sun, at its present rate of contrac- 
tion, will suppiy heat enough to support life on 
the earth only 18,060,000 years longer. 








THERE ARE too many persons in this world 
whose whole aim in life appears to be the ac- 
cumulation of wealth, and in devoting their 
talents to this object, they never give a thought 
to the essential fact that the modes of repro- 
duction of the hellozoon Clathrulina elegans are 
four in number, viz.: by self-division, by the 
instantaneous throwing off of a small mass of 
sarcode, by the formation and liberation of 
minute germs, and by the transformation of 
the body into flagellate monads. It is extremely 
doubtful if Mr. Vanderbilt, with all his millions 
and art treasures, permits his mind to dweli 
more than fifteen minutes at a time upon this 
important matter. W. 








Ir 1s said that Frederick the Great never 
took more than five hours’ sleep. Therefore, if 
he retired at 10 P. M. he must have arisen at 
3 A. M., and if he arose at 8 A. M, he must have 
retired at 3. A.M. Now, if he retired at 3 A.M. 
every morning he must have been a pretty 
lively boy, and about the greatest Frederick of 
his time. Now, then, why doesn’t some enter- 
prising dime-museum man, armed with these 
facts, exhibit Frederick the Great’s favorite 
| night-key ? 
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OMETIMES THE SUNDAY- 
school book hits it right, 
and the wicked man gets 
it square in the nose. 
Wrong and wickedness 
do not always bust the 
snoot, as it were, of the 
upright man, 

I’ve known several in- 
stances myself where 
such was not the case; 
and I desire at this 
moment to give one 
of those incidents to 
the civilized world. 

In the winter of ’79 
—’8o, there was quite 
a party of us camped 
on the Musselshell, 
traders and _buffalo- 
hunters, some in tents 
and some in “shacks.” 
I grieve to say that 
the majority of the party kept right on through 
the cold weather fighting against the rattle- 
snake bite of the preceding summer. 

Only one man of the gang seemed to have 
conscientious scruples against sheep-dip and 
the juice of Nation. That was Wyandotte 
Smith, of Ubet. 

He said when he got ready to soak his soul 
in the liquid of the devil, he would take his 
’ chances in due form after he had shed mor- 
tality and put on immortality. Those were the 
tenets of Wyandotte Smith. He proposed to 
offer a resolution once in a while as to what 
should go into his internal economy to steal 
away the gray matter of his cerebeilum. 

One night when the coin-silver slice of moon 
rode high athwart the azure dome, a band of 
buffalo-slayers and “muskrat-skinners,” filled 
with mischief and valley tan, stole forth to have 
some fun with Wyandotte Smith. 








When a man’s head begins to enlarge with | 





GOLDEN GRAINS. 


THE SMALL things in this world 
are often the most colossal. A 
hornet is not as large as an ele- 
phant, but he is harder to get away 
from. A banana-skin is not as 
large as a skating-pond, but it can 
hurl you on your head in a fiftieth 
of the time. 





Look aT the dandy in his fault- 
less clothes and finery, and then 
look upon the Western statesman, 
with the neck-whiskers and ready- 
made suit of clothes large enough 
for two men, and see if you can 
decide which is the greater case of 
affectation. 


AN ACTRESS may be as great as 
Rachel, and still fail as a public | 
attraction, because she hasn’t the | 
necessary diamonds to be grabbed | 
on the street. | 


THE RED SUNSETS. 





an alcoholic idea, you will generally find him | 
searching for a temperance man with whom he | 
can argue while he breathes at him with that | 
odor of the cynical bung-starter, and tries to | 
convince him that total abstinence is vitally | 
wrong. 

These boys decided that they would monkey | 
with the Queen Elizabeth fire-place connected 
with Mr. Smith’s shack. 

This modern ruin was constructed of flat | 
lime-stones laid one on the other in a rude | 
way, partly outside and partly inside the old | 
cabin. | 

Inside you could see through the chinks Mr. | 
Wyandotte Smith frying bacon or Porkopolis | 
quail, 

The plan was to sift some gun-powder through » 
the interstices (whatever those are) of the rustic 
chimney into the fire, and surprise Mr. Wyan- | 
dotte Smith with the forthwith and extremely | 
consecutive manner in which it would sputter. | 
The party would then laugh softly and do it 
some more. 

A young Swede, called by the party Two- 
Quart Kettleson, took the keg of powder and 
began to sift it into the big broad chimney, , 
while the rest stood around looking into the | 
shack to watch Wyandotte Smith when the fire | 
should begin to stammer and spit at him. | 

Wyandotte Smith was singing ‘Oh, what | 
shall the harvest be?” and jabbing the bacon | 
every little while with a pair of old-fashioned | 
bullet-moulds. 

Kettleson sifted in some powder. It did not 
make any remarks. 

He sifted in some more. It acted as though | 
it might be damp. 

He let in some more, and finally got disgusted | 
and poured the whole blamed thing in; but it 
never even flashed. 

Wyandotte Smith went on: “ What shall the 
harvest be—e—e—e? Oh, what shall the har- 
vest be?” 

As he struck high C, Two-Quart Kettleson 





—They stole forth to have some fun with Wyandotte Smith.— 


| mentum, while in 


| not find him. 


| possession of a me- 


' geen anything of a 


shot through a jack-pine out into the great track- 
less void, into the silence and the night, into 
the ether blue, across the place where they hang 
up the robe of night 
athwart the utmost 
rim of the horizon 
went Mr. Kettleson 
with unflagging mo- 


the little cabin we 
could hear Wyan- 
dotte warbling his 
abnormal inquiry as 
to what the harvest 
should be. 

It turned out that 
there was a large 
shelving rock in the 
wide chimney that 
held the whole keg 
of powder till Wy- 
andotte struck the 
high note in his song 
and that passed a 
little into the fire. 
Then Mr. Kettleson 
took his flight. We 
failed to find him. 

We tried a certi- 
orari and a requisi- 
tion from the Gov- 
ernor, a search war- 
rant anda quart of <3 
benzine; but we did = 


Last Fall we got ~ 


dium at Ubet, and 
asked if any one had - 





stray liver mixed up 

in the glow of the 

red, red sunsets. 
BILL NYE. 


—Kettleson shot out into the 
greai trackless void,— 





Jos was a man possessed of a 
great deal of patience, and he was 
capable of standing almost any- 
thing that came along in the way 
of annoyance; but we’ll venture 
to say that he never had a porous- 
plaster on his back, right between 
the shoulder-blades, where he could 
n’t possibly reach it with his hands, 
and where it was so troublesome 
that he had to rasp his spine on the 
edge of the door. 


| 7 FREE LUNCH. 
| 
| 





SOoN WILL the spring-time 
Come with its bluebirds, 
Sunshine and blossoms; 
Then will the fellow 
Who married last autumn 
Learn of the awful 
Number of dollars 
| Required for the bonnet 
| That blossoms at Easter. 
| 
| 





THis Is the time of the year that 





Don’t THROW away your helmet ° 
in time of peace. Keep it to boil potatos in, | 


and remember that a sword is always available lungs examined. 


to open cans of fruit. | 
NEVER KICK a dog with whem you are not | 
on terms of personal intimacy. 








A HAT ON the head is worth half-a-dozen in 
the store. | 


throat runs dry. 


NEVER GO to the blacksmith’s to have your 


You NEVER miss the champagne till your 





You can not open an oyster with a night-key. 








A BIG BANK account is better than friendship. 


the seedsman states that he will be 
overjoyed to send you his annual descriptive 
and illustrated catalogue of seeds, and states 
his specialties, which include the Oliver Crom- 
well Potato, the Benjamin Butler Turnip, the 
Benjamin Franklin Squash and the John L. 
Sullivan Carrot. 


Foot-NoTtEs—A Chicago Girl Running 
Down Stairs. 
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WHITE ELEPHANTS. 





Mr. P. T. Barnum is a man who can not very well be 
advertised. His existence is as much an established fact 
as that of Trinity Church or the Brooklyn Bridge. In 
fact, he is too well known to be advertised, and yet 
nothing can be said about a white elephant without in- 
creasing Barnum’s fame, and reminding the public that it 
will soon be able to feast its eyes on an elephant of a pe- 
euliar color. If we are to believe all who have been to 
Siam, and have made a profound study of the zodlogy 
of the country, there are as many different colored ele- 
phants there as there are tints in a chromo. 

One expert says the animal is pink. Another states it 
is a light brown. A third that it is of a dark chocolate 
color. A fourth that it is no different from any other 
elephant. One thing is certain—that those who expect 
to see a beast with a skin as white as the conventional 
boiled shirt will be grievously disappointed. We think 
Mr. Barnum hes not shown his usual astuteness in this 
matter. Age, perhaps, may be having some effect on his 
judgement. 

It is withering and staleing, so to speak, his infinite 
variety. Elseif people hanker after a real white elephant, 
why should they not have it? ‘The man who could create 
a whatisit and a mermaid should not feel hampered when 
there is a call for white elephants. If, as naturalists as- 
sert, they do not exist in nature, they should be colored 
to order. Surely kalsomine paint and whitewash are 
cheap enough, and if these articles are unknown in Siam, 
it would have been the easiest thing in the world to have 
sent some of these materials from the United States. 

Mr. Barnum, in neglecting to do something of the kind, 
has injured the reputation of the beast. It should have 
been made white at all hazards, in defiance of nature and 
the prejudices of zodlogists. Then it would have been a 
real curiosity, and millions would have flocked to see it. 
As it is, we have lost confidence in the animal. A white 
elephant is what is wanted, not a brown or pink one. 

Not only is our faith shaken in its color and its spots, 
but we have grave doubts as to its sacredness and to the 
holy character of the Buddhist priests who are to accom- 
pany it here. If they become wearied of worshiping 
the elephant, they will doubtless be able to secure em- 
ployment in some colored barber-shop. In any case, it is 
very disappointing not to have a snow-white elephant 
after all. 








MARRIAGE. 





Some philosopher has been dilating on ‘the saving 
power of marriage.” He has noticed that a married 
man falling into misfortune is more apt to retrieve his 
situation in the world than a single one. 

Just so. The married man has a much finer time of 
it altogether. For instance, it is so much easier and 
cheaper to dress, feed and clothe three or four persons 
than one. A married man never wants a seal-skin 
sacque, whereas a single man can not do with less than 
half-a-dozen. A married man is never pressed to buy 
solitaire diamond earrings or silk dresses, while the un- 





fortunate single man spends all his pocket-money for 
these luxuries. 

A married man never has to invest his hard earnings 
in dric-a-brac, antiques, Persian or Cashmere rugs. A 
married man and his wife never want cottages at New- 
port, boxes for Modjeska or Patti, or Russian sleighs. 
His wife would scorn to possess, or to urge her husband 
to obtain, a brown-stone mansion on Fifth Avenue, or 
the latest five-hundred-dollar Parisian bonnet. The av- 
erage single man absolutely can not get along without 
these thmgs, any more than he could manage to exist 
without dime-restaurants. Think of the amount of 
money that is saved by marriage. How much smaller 
the doctor’s and the shoemaker’s bills are! Then the 
enormous saving in rent, in washing, in schooling and 
in everything else. The single man who is anxious to 
economize should get married to a New York society girl 
without a moment’s hesitation; then he will be able to 
hoard money. 








Puck’s ANNUAL is out, 
Of that there is no doubt; 
And for it now throughout the land the peop.e madly 
shout. 


It ’s full of funny things— 
Each piece loud laughter brings, 
From Maine to California it now serenely wings. 


This volume, great and grand, 
Is now in every hand— 
It like a summer sunset makes each household in the land. 


In fact it ornaments, 
For five-and-twenty cents, 
Each library; and he or she who buys it ne’er repents. 
—Aadv. 








Answors for the Aneious. 


WILL BONE. 

GLOSTER. 

DruM-Major.—You may not think that rhyme is es- 
sential in writing verse; but there is a majority of one 
against you. The one is the waste-basket. 


VEUVE CALICO.—It was doubtless a very amusing in- 
cident; but, from the appearance of your manuscript, we 
think you sat down to write it out a little too soon after 
the ball. 


C. C. L.—Yes, it is a riotously beautiful idea for a 
cartoon; but what do you think a cartoon is, anyway? 
No, it isn’t a jack-plane, nor an ostrich, nor a parallelo- 
gram. You didn’t think it was? Well, we thought you 
did. When a man seriously proposes to us to make a 
cartoon representing Uncle Sam standing up in front of 
the Capitol at Washington, and saying, by means of a 
balloon proceeding out of his mouth: «* This Corruption 
Must Stop!”’—well, we may be excused for thinking that 
that man’s ideas of a cartoon are elementary. 


; Addresses lost. Please send them. 








THE WHIFFLETREE. 


~~ 


So you would like to know something about the whiffle- 
tree, would you? All right, Cornelia, you shall know 
all we can tell you regarding it. We don’t pretend to 
be a natural history, and we never affect the style and 
manners of a gazetteer; but when such a charming and 
delightful creature as you are, or rather as we can not 
help imagining you to be, asks to be enlightened, we 
must throw aside our icy reserve, and gently but firmly 
ladle you out the desired information. 

Most young ladies who write to us for information ask 
such questions as: Is it hurtful to eat ice-cream at break- 
fast? How do you make caramels? In the language of 
love, what does *¢ gumdrop’’ mean? How old was Charles 
Reade when he wrote * Richelieu” ? 

You do not belong to that school of female, Cornelia; 
you ask a solid, sensible question, which shows that you 
are trying to improve your provincial mind, and make 
yourself a better woman and a more graceful ornament 
to society. Therefore, we take pleasure in posting you 
on the history and-‘manners of the whiffletree. 

The whiffletree, Cornelia, is a small tree about the size 
of the dog-wood. Its branches spread out considerably, 
and its leaves are hard, brittle and full of small perfora- 
tions. It grows in the southern part of Africa, and is 
much used by the natives in the construction of bows and 
spears. At night, when everything is wrapped in sweet 
repose, the wind rustles through the perforated leaves 
and makes a sort of weird sound known as a whiffle; 
hence the name whiffletree. 

We think it was Sir William Jones who wrote a moon- 
light madrigal containing the lines: 


«¢ The twilight has passed, and the moon is up, 
And sails down the sky like a silver cup. 

And the whiffletrees join in the ocean’s roar, 
And whiffle and whiffle along the shore.”’ 


Many other travelers allude to this curious tree, which 
lives to the age of a hundred years. It bears a small 
fruit something like an apricot, which is a great favorite 
with the natives, whose superstition leads them often to 
worship the tree. When it whiffles loud, the native 
thinks it’s angry with him, and beats his breast with a 
stone to appease its wrath. On the contrary, when it 
whiffles a low, tender melody, it is thought to be a sign 
of peace, prosperity and good luck. We never hear 
much of its fruit, because the natives will not allow any 
of it to be taken away. Travelers are always safe under 
the whiffletree, because wild animals flee from it filled 
with indescribable terror when it begins to whiffle. Many 
pleasant legends of this wonderful tree have been trans- 
lated by travelers, and we should be more than happy to 
give them to youif we had the space to spare. Some 
time when you are feeling inquisitive, and in a condition 
to receive information, please write and ask us if the 
‘¢memoranda” is a snake of the anaconda family, or 
something of that kind. 

a Kh. 








REJECTED ARTICLES go to the waste-basket; 
Puck won’t return them, so you needn’t ask it. 








THE PROPOSED TEMPERANCE LESSONS IN OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS. 












A 
| 
. 


T¥ 


IIE 








=== 


—= 7 aS 

















Ci A 
et 


























TO MAKE THEM EFFECTIVE, THE CHILDREN MUST HAVE ACTUAL PERSONAL EXPERIENCE OF THE HORRORS OF DRINK. 
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MARKET WHERE OUR GIRLS BUY—AND GET SOLD 
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No. V. 


AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER. 





We were all yawning over the register last Sunday evening It 
was evident that two masquerade balls in one week made a dose not 
readily got out of the system. I naturally commented on this fact, in 
my fanciful, airy way. 

Tue REGISTER.—That’s the worst of these balls—the after effects. 

THE Dupe Boarper.—That’s where youre right. ’Gad! it takes 
enough champagne cocktails to swim in to straighten a man up after 
one of them. 

THE BOARDER WHoM WE Ca. GaiTeERs.—To straighten a dude 
up, you mean. Men mostly brace up on the plain old rye cocktail. 
That’s good enough for any he man. 

Tue Recister.—There is a goldcn mean—brandy-and-soda. 

THE LaNpDLADY’s DauGHTER.—I know what you gentlemen mean, 
though I don’t see how you can take all that horrid drink and keep 
sober. But I felt very queer all next day myself. I didn’t have any- 
thing but a cup of tea and some of George’s caramels. I’m awfully 
afraid I drank too much champagne at that Arion Ball. I must have 
had ’most two glasses. 

THE DupE BoarpER.—Oh, Lord, what a load! 

THE RecistER.—I didn’t refer, however, to the physical effects 
solely. It’s the fact that there is more of the ball the next day than 
there is while it is actually going on. Here, instead of gathering for 
pleasant and improving converse around this happy register—we say 
happy hearth, why not happy register >—we have spent the whole week 
in tittle-tattling about what we did and saw on Monday night at the 
Liederkranz and on Thursday night at the Arion. 

THE DupE BoarpEer.—I haven’t said anything about the Arion. 
I wasn’t there. 

THE BoarDER WHoM WE CALL GalTErRs.—No, you didn’t think 
it was quite the dude touch, and five-dollar bills ain’t so frequent at 
the end of a week as they are at the beginning. 

Tue RecisterR.—You weren’t at the Arion, that is true. But you 
were at the Liederkranz, and that was just as bad. Your enlarged head 
and your reminiscences have lasted the whole week. I don’t much ob- 
ject to your head—it always would bear enlarging; but the reminiscences 
I object to. I make allowance for a man being a little confused at a 
ball like the Liederkranz. ‘There is the music, for instance, and the 
champagne. ‘Then there are the lights and the flowers, and the cham- 
pagne. Besides, there is the dancing, and the champagne. And I ought 
not to forget the supper, and the champagne. All these things tend to 
confuse a man. But even that does not excuse the kaleidoscopic condi- 
tion of your memory. Do you know, my dear young dude friend, that 
on the morning after the ball you confided to me the fact that a lady 
in a white silk domino had come up and spoken to you and called you 
Bertie, from which: you assumed that she knew you. I think she hit 
the name on general principles, But let that pass. All I wish to call 


your attention to is that in the course of the last five days that one lady | 


in a white domino has grown into eleven ladies—or else in one lady who 
addressed you in eleven different dominos. 

THE BoaRDER WHom WE Ca.Lt GalITErRs.—Twelve. 
counting. 

THE DupE BoAaRDER.—Have you, though. Well, that’s more than 
you could do about four o’clock Friday morning, when you came home. 


I’ve been 





THE REGISTER.—My children, let us not jangle. There is one 
topic on which we agree. The Liederkranz was a remarkably nice ball, 
was it not? 

THE BoaRDER WHOM WE CALL GAITERS.—So was the Arion. 

THE REGISTER.—Each was nice in its own way. The Liederkranz 
is a great institution for married men. They can take their wives. 

THE LanpLaDy.—I’m glad to hear you speak that way. Married 
men ought to take their wives with them everywhere. 

THE REGISTER.—Well, the married man takes his wife to the Lie- 
derkranz, and then she is satisfied, and lets him go alone to the Arion. 

THE BoARDER WHOM WE CALL GaITERS,—Say! You’ve never been 
married, have you? 

THE REGISTER.—No. 

THE BOARDER WHOM WE CALL Garrers.—Much you know about it. 

THE REGISTER.— Well, to return to the theme. They are both 
nice balls, The Liederkranz is gradually evoluting, so to speak, in the 
direction of the Charity Ball. In a few years it will be the absolutely 
aristocratic thing—the concession made by swelldom to jollity. It is 
losing, perhaps, its distinctive features; but it is gainig in refinement. 
It is getting to be more and more the grand affair—what the projectors 
of the unhappy “Opera Ball” of a few years ago tried to do and didn’t. 
Meanwhile, the Arion is getting nearer to the true European Carnival— 
a democratic feast of fun. Each fills a great and useful and holy place 
in our civilization, But all the same, I wish they wouldn’t both come 
in one week, 

THE Dupe BoarpEr.—Didn’t you say something, some time ago, 
about some fellow saying something about balls ? 

THE REGISTER.—My young friend, when I say something about 
balls, I have something to say. And now I think we will retire, and if 
the landlady will be so kind as to have a bucket of ice sent up to my 
room, I think my head might very possibly begin to feel better in the 
golden a, M. 

And then we adjourned. 








A SPICY PERIODICAL. 





In the interest of higher journalism and the conspicuous present- 
ment of American literature, the following is presented as the probable 
table of contents of the forthcoming number of the -rth Am-r-c-n Re- 
VIEW : 

I. The Liquor Traffic in its Relation to Human Freedom. Hon. WILLIAM McGLory, 
Blackwell’s Island. 

II. The American Woman and the American Pistol, Victor C. ANDRE. 

III. The Law of Chances. P. T. BEAUREGARD. 

IV. The Pulpit and the Boulevard. Rev. Dr. STEPHEN H. Tyna, jr. 

V. The Evolution of the Alphabet. FREDERICK GEBHARD. 

VI. Army Organization. Sergeant MAson, U.S. A. 

VII. Shall the Women of Egypt be Butchered or Bakered? BAKER Pasua, Sinkat. 

VIII. The Missouri Compromise. FRANK JAMES. 








HAIL TO THE CZAR! 





We haven’t got him yet, but we are quite ready to do honor to the 
monarch by the time the Albany legislators have got through with 
their conversation on the subject of the Roosevelt bill and Governor 
Cleveland has affixed his signature to the measure. 

How different people the citizens of New York are from the inhabi- 
tants of Russia! In that country they are trying their best to get rid of a 
Czar by blowing him up with dynamite, while in New York City we are 
doing all we know how to have an autocrat. ‘lhe Russian Czar does not 
know all his enemies. He wishes it were otherwise, that he might send 
them to Siberia. The New York Czar knows all his enemies, but, un- 
fortunately, he can not send them to Siberia or anywhere else. His 
opponents do not conceal their identity. Indeed, we have no objection 
to mentioning a few names. There are Ivan Kellyoski, Barneybus 
Biglinovitch, Ivan O’Brienokoff, and Johnimoff Keenanoffskivitch and 
many others. The conspirators have very much greater power than the 
proposed Czar will possess, and they don’t like the prospect, for the same 
reason that the citizens of New York look forward to a reign of despotism 
with delight. 








A POET CAN not be said to have achieved undying fame until he has 
been paid for some kind of certificate testifying to the virtue of some- 
thing or other, in the way of toilet articles or patent medicines, that he 
never used or even heard of. 


‘THe Lonpon Lancet prints a long article on “The Use of Salt,” 
and not so frequently as once does it say anything about the fresh and 
airy dude. 





Goinc To SEED—The Canary-Bird. 
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IN THE FIELD. 


ITZ JOHN PORTER. 
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THE LATE MR. PERICLES. 


Deceased was born in Greece, and attained | 
such prominence in public affairs that his por- | 
trait, along with those of Lydia Pinkham, John | 


L, Sullivan é a/., appeared in the rural press 
under the head of “ Men of Our Day ’’—lim- 
ited to one paper in a town; price $5 a week; 
payable monthly. 





The comic poets of Athens, instead of em- | 
balming the goat and the mule in immortal | 


verse, fired their shafts of satire at the head of 
Pericles. Pericles had a long, ill-proportioned 
head, built on an equine pattern, but his brain 
was decidedly plumb. 

Professor Damon, LL. D., taught Pericles to 
play “ Peek-a-Boo” and other popular airs on 
the lyre. Damon was banished soon after- 
ward. An impression prevailed that if he had 
taught Pericles to play on an accordeon he 
would have been fired from a Krupp cannon 
against a stone wall. 

Although Pericles possessed a massive intel- 
lect, and lived in Athens, the Hub of Greece, 
where philosophy and literature were carefully 
nurtured, and flourished like a Southern lot- 
tery, he was never accused of being the author 
of “The Bread-Winners,”’ ‘This is reliable— 
and it was considered one of the most remark- 
able incidents in his life. When interrogated 
on the subject, he philosophically replied: 

“ Great Czesar! somebody must escape that 
charge!” 

Pericles was not in favor of the ‘‘ old ticket”; 
he did not promulgate a scheme for dividing 
the surplus; nor did he go out into the market- 
place and shout “ Turn the rascals out!” Not 
any. Another thing may be said in his favor: 
he was opposed to paying three dollars to hear 
an English actor when better home talent was 
charging only one dollar a seat. All these 
things indicated that the head of Pericles, al- 
beit ill-shapen, was eminently level. 

Once when Pericles was making a Tariff 
speech in the market-place, a person whom 
they call a “ tough” in the classics interrupted 
him with vile epithets, and, in the evening, fol- 
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dark, the villain still pursued him, Instead of 
tying loose the dog, or awaking a policeman, 
Pericles ordered his servant to take a lantern 
and pilot the reservoir of billingsgate home. 
An American statesman would have kicked him 
over a high board fence. There are other 
points of difference between a Greek philoso- 
pher and an American statesman. Some of 
them are obvious, 

Pericles was charged with being arrogant 
and. haughty at times. For instance, on one 
occasion, in a distinguished company, he de- 
voted himself entirely to American journalists, 
slighting members of Congress and English no- 
blemen. Almost any sensible man would have 
been guilty of a similar breach of etiquette. 

A ram’s head with one horn growing strongly 
out of the forehead was construed by a Greek 


astrologist to predict that Pericles would soon | 


assume the whole affairs of State. The pre- 
diction was speedily verified. People said it 
was a lucky thing for Pericles that the prophecy 
was made by a goat’s head and not by an ass’s 
he—that is, and not by a Canadian weather- 
prophet. This mode of acquiring an office was 
more simple and much cheaper than holding a 


National Convention and a subsequent election, | 
with its torch-light parades, exaggerating stump- | 


speakers and ballot-box stuffing ; but the trouble 
in modern times is to find the right kind of a 
goat’s head. 

After a time Pericles entered upon a new 
course of life and assumed a superiority over 
his fellows, This was not because his portrait 
had appeared in a cartoon in a comic weekly. 
Some persons attributed it to the fact that he 
had received an autograph letter from Dr. Mary 
Walker, but the supposition was erroneous. Peri- 
cles well knew that he could not maintain the 
dignity befitting a boss philosopher if he were 
to mingle in promiscuous gatherings, and meet 
English lecturers, actors and judges, and be 
familiarly slapped on the back and saluted with: 


“Hello, old Peri, how’s things?” But on great | 


occasions—such as Evacuation Days, East Riv- 
er Bridge openings, etc.—Pericles was always 
ready to make a speech, and the people de- 
clared that he was a biger man than the Door- 


| Pericles solved Blaine’s scheme of utilizing 
the surplus by erecting costly buildings with 
the public funds. One of these was the Odeum, 
or music hall, in which he got up a musical 
contest, the competitors playing on the flute 
and harp, with vocal accompaniment, and ap- 
pointed himself a committee of one to render 
the decisions. The Athenian Life Insurance 
Company immediately annulled the $25,000 
policy on Pericle’s life, and real estate in the 
vicinity of the Odeum, owing to the odium 
created by these contests, decreased in value 
fifty per cent. 

When a workman fell from the roof of a four- 

story building, and was so terribly injured that 
the physicians looked awhile and said he must 
die, Pericles went to sleep and dreamed out a 
course of treatment which he prescribed as soon 
as he awoke, and the injured workman recov- 
ered as if by magic. ‘The medical fraternity, 
of both the Old and New Schools, were shocked 
at this unprofessional method of saving a pa- 
| tient’s life, and wanted Pericles fined $500 for 
| practising without a diploma. 
As a military man, Pericles was noted for his 
, wariness, and was never annihilated by a False 
Prophet. One of his expeditions—that against 
the Isle of Samios—was organized to please a 
lady named Aspasia. Some women are ex- 
tremely difficult to please. Pericles offered to 
buy her a seal-skin sacque and season-tickets 
to Abbey’s Opera, but Aspasia insisted upon a 
movement against the Samians, It is said that 
the newspapers of Samos had the bad taste to 
intimate that Aspasia wore a shoe built ona 
Chicago belle’s last—hence her desire for re- 
venge. 

Aspasia was a successful lobbyist, and knew 
as much about politics as Mr. Dana, of the Sun. 
She could estimate, a year in advance, the num- 
ber of electoral votes each Presidential candi- 
date would receive, and the official returns would 
invariably show that she was not more than 
fifty votes out of the way. ‘They would also 
show the election of the other fellow; but she 
| didn’t take into consideration the disaffection 
| of Boss Kelly and his Tammany followers. 

In the naval contest with the Samians—which 








lowed him home, covering him with foul abuse. | keeper of the American House of Representa- | at first was disastrous to Pericles, despite the 
When Pericles reached his own door after | tives, 





| fact that his war-ships were not constructed 
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while Robeson was Secretary of 
the Navy—the Samians branded 
their prisoners on their foreheads 
with the figure of an owl, It may 
be remembered that a London 
comic weekly at this time, com- 
menting on this mode of treat- 
ment, said it was “enough to 
make the prisoners (h)owl.” This 
pun caused more gloom in Athens 
than the defeat of Pericles’s ar- 
my. The victory of the Samians 
was only temporary, however. 
Pericles reorganized his troops, 
dividing them into eight divi- 
sions, arranging by lot that that 
division which drew the white 
bean should spend a season in 
feasting, while the other seven 
divisions were fighting for glory 
and seven dollars a month. This 
little incident created an impres- 
sion that Pericles was born in 
Boston and “knew beans” about 
war. 

After a siege of nine months the 
Samians surrendered. The report 





A LOGICAL CONCLUSION. 


CusTOMER.—‘‘ Well, boss, what’s er price now?” 

MILKMAN.—‘‘ Same as usual. 

CUSTOMER.—*‘ Didn’t know. 
putty rapidly of late,” 


Did yer think milk had riz ?” 





I see by ther papers that water ’s goin’ up 


Amonc the popular delusions 
of the day is the belief that the 
whistle of the small boy is not 
only not superlatively musical, 
but that it is, on the contrary and 
approximatively speaking, quite 
bad. But this is not necessarily 
true, at least in every case, for it 
was our good fortune, recently, 
to be present in the same room 
with the small boy and his whistle. 
There was but one other person 
present, an elderly gentleman of 
nervous, irritable temperament. 
The whistle had done much to 
convince us that the popular be- 
lief in regard to it when in the 
hands, or, more properly speak- 
ing, the mouth of the small boy, 
was well founded, when, looking 
at the nervous, irritable old gen- 
tleman aforesaid, we noted that 
his face was as serene and _ pleas- 
ant as a summer’s morning or 
the conventional basket of chips. 
Clearly, then, the whistle was not 











that Pericles treated his prisoners 
with great cruelty was a gross ex- 
aggeration. He might have compelled them, 
at the point of the bayonet, to listen to a lec- 
ture by Matthew Arnold, or read the President’s 
annual message from preface to finis, but he 
was not entirely lost to all the finer feelings and 
tender sympathies of mankind. He simply had 
them bound fast to boards ten days, without 
food—a queer way to “ board” people, by-the- 
way —and when they were half dead, gave 


orders to have them killed by beating out their | 


brains with clubs and their bodies flung into 
the back streets. That was all. Some victo- 
rious generals would have been heartless enough 
to read to their prisoners several back-numbers 
of the Congressional Record, 

After a varied and eventful career, which 
would consume too much space to trace, Peri- 
cles was seized with the plague, which had car- 
ried off nearly all his family, and, although he 
placed about his neck a “charm” given him 
by a woman, who said it had cured her grand- 


father on a former visitation of the plague, he | 


continued to grow worse. Before dying—which, 
singularly enough, he finally did, although the 
daily papers were full of “sure cures” for the 
plague, “ beware of counterfeits ”’—he told his 
friends, who were sitting around his bed-side re- 
counting his many virtues and deeds of valor, 
that his greatest virtue of all lay in the fact 
that no Athenian, through his means, ever wore 
mourning. ‘The undertakers of Athens did not 
mourn when they learned that Pericles was on 
his death-bed. He did nothing to boom their 
business. It is different with King Thebau, who 
slaughters a few scores of his wife’s relatives 
every time she presents him with a child of an 
objectionable sex. 

Pericles died—and the papers that went into 
the deepest mourning by turning their column- 
rules and manifesting other sombre tokens of 
grief were the first to revile his memory. 

J. H.W. 








By a fine stroke of Christian strategy the fac- 
tion of Rev. Dr. J. P. Newman’s church in New 
York City friendly to the pastor last night 
locked out the seditious faction, forcing the lat- 
ter to hold its meeting in a public hall. A 
stenographic spy employed by the “ regulars” 
reported the proceedings at the meeting in ques- 


tion, amid the derisive laughter of the Newman | 


faction. The road to heaven chosen by the 
Madison Avenue congregation is not so mono- 


tonous as it might be, and we hope there is no | 


doubt as to its terminus.—Baltimore Day. 


THE water at a certain railroad station out 
West gave out, and a supply had to be brought 
in barrels for the engines. One dark night an 
engine was by mistake filled up from six barrels 
of whiskey and eight or ten of beer, just ar- 
rived at the station for delivery to members of 
the temperance club in the town. The engineer 
never had such a time in all his life, as the en- 
gine got drunk. It whistled constantly, snorted 
and reeled, the bell rang, and with difficulty 
the machine was kept on the track. And when 
they got to the terminus nothing would persuade 
the engine to go to its home in the round- 
house; it stayed out all night.— Boston Post. 

A Fair PHARISEE.—She—“I think it’s a sin 
and a shame to kill the dear little feathered 
songsters. If I had my way I’d make a law 
against killing birds. Guess people wouldn’t 
starve if they let the birds alone.” 

He—*“ But what would the ladies do without 
hat ornaments ?”” 

She—“ Oh, that’s an entirely different thing. 
Of course when there’s an actual necessity for 
shooting the dear creatures one must stifle one’s 
feelings, you know.”’— Boston Transcript. 








THE DIMPLE ON HER CHEEK. 





Within a nest of roses, 
Half hidden from the sight, 
Until a smile discloses 
Its loveliness aright, 
Behold the work of Cupid, 
Who wrought it in a freak, 
The witching little dimple— 
The dimple on her cheek! 


The Sirens’ lays and glances 
To lure the sailor nigh; 
The perilous romances 
Of fabled Loreley, 
And all the spells of Circe 
Are reft of charm and weak, 
Beside the dainty dimple— 
The dimple on her cheek! 


Were these the golden ages 
Of knights and troubadours, 
Who brighten olden pages 
With tourneys and amours, 
What lances would be broken— 
What silver lutes would speak, 
In honor of the dimple— 
The dimple on her cheek! 
| —Samuel Minturn Peck, in The Manhattan. 
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Knowing this old gentleman’s 
temperament, we saw it was im- 
possible for him to look so calm and indifferent 
if what seemed so harrowing to us was really so 
harrowing as it seemed. Thus was one popular 
delusion instantly dispelled. It is true, the old 
gentleman was stone-deaf; but to our thinking 
up to that moment. the whistle of the small boy 
must be exquisite torture to a dead man.— 
Philadelphia Bulletin. 


Ir is a pity that some ingenious American 
inventor will not devise a bicycle which will 
leap hedges and ditches, for then fox-hunting 
could be put upon a beautifully complete me- 
chanical basis. There is a certain incongruity 
in riding a real live horse over the trail of the 
lively anise-seed bag; but a bicycle would be 
harmoniously artificial, and if a mechanical dog 
could also be brought into use the whole thing 
would be complete. No change would be needed 
in the hunters.— Boston Courur. 





—The most fastidious smokers among all nations and 
all grade of men agree that the tobacco grown on the 
Golden Tobacco Belt of North Carolina is the most de- 
licious and refined for pipe or cigarette use in the world. 
Lighter than Turkish, more fragrant than Havana, freer 
from nitrates and nicotine than any other, it is just what 
the connoisseur praises and the habitual smoker demands. 
The very choicest tobacco grown on this Belt is bought 
by Blackwell & Co., and appears in their celebrated 
Durham brand known the world over as Blackwell’s 
Durham Long Cut. : 





Lundborg’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 











Ir you want the best Cigarettes, try ‘‘Sweet Bouquet.’? They cannot 
fail to please. . 





No person can feel well who suffers with the Piles, so 
purchase a pleasant cure—Swayne’s Ointment. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formu'a of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of consump- 
tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung Affec- 
tions, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and 
all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful curative 
powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to maKe it known 


to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to 
relieve human suffering, I will send, free of charge, to all who 
desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with full di- 
rections for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addressing 
with stamps, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 149 Power’s Block, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Blair’s Pills—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 











NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 

To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. Forms are closed on Friday at ten o’clock A. M. 























at fault; the fault was in ourself. 
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ALWAYS 
ASK FOR THE 


GENUINE 
GINGER 


Made in Philadelphia, 
and you will get the 
ONLY RELIABLE 


Ginger in the market. 

For relief in Cramps, 
Colic, Stomach-Ache, 
&c., Brown’s (Phil’a) 
Ginger is Invaluable. 


Remember the above 
ADVICE. 




















WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, 
STERLING SILVERWARE, 
PLATEDWARE and 
OPTICAL GOODS 


A” 
=, FOR HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


Prices Low, Quatity Correct, AND 

AssSORTMENT LARGr. 

“ YS Save money by leaving orders with 
<a, 


“= PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
363 CANAL STREET, NEW YORK. 
Price List Fre. EsTABLISHED 1838. 


SPRING STYLES NOW READY. 


MANY NOVELTIES IN 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


S2o BROADWAY S2o. 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 










Samples and Sg_e-MeAsuREMENT Chart mailed on application. 


BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 








A PRIVATE banker in a town in Wisconsin 
re@ived a call a few days ago from a stranger, 
who deposited ten dollars, and then turned 
around and asked the banker for a loan of fifty 
dollars. 

“ Why, sir, I can’t lend you any money,” 
plied the banker. 

“T think you can, 
flection.” 

“T don’t want to reflect upon the subject, 
sir.” 

“ Would a run on this bank damage you fifty 
dollars’ worth ?” 

“There will be no run here.” 

“ Suppose there was?” 

“It is too absurd to suppose. Good-day, sir!’’ 

The stranger walked out-doors, and the bank 
closed for the day. He entered a grocery and 
stated that he was a depositor, and asked if the 
bank was sound. He entered a dry-goods store 
and inquired if the hard times might not pinch 
the bank. He entered a drug-store and offered 
his certificate of deposit for ten dollars. He 
met a lawyer and inquired if a receiver had 
been appointed to look out for the interests of 
depositors. Next morning he was at the door 
of the bank, gesticulating and lamenting, and 
behind him were seventy-five or eighty citizens. 
Before noon the bank was cleaned out and its 
doors closed, and an ex-private banker was 
skipping out to avoid being lynched. — Wall 
Street News. 


QUEEN Vicrori< is writing a new book and 
is going to travel on the Continent all next sum- 
mer. That’s the beauty of being a queen. You 
can write a book, select some wealthy pub- 
lisher, load him with chains and lock him up 
in the deepest dungeon beneath the Castle 
Moat, and keep him there until he pays you 
your price for the book. And you can make 
him pay it in advance, too, None of your ten 
per cent after the first thousand business with a 
queen, By-the-way, if Victoria wants to make 
anything from the sale of her book in America, 
she must send her name and address by cable, 
at once, to Mr. G. P. Lathrop, No. 80 Washing- 
ton Square, East, New York, for membership 
in the American Copyright League. There 
are Anglomania times over here, Mrs. Guelph, 
and anything English will cross-hatch the mar- 
ket from away back, and if you want anything 
out of it you must join the band.— Burlington 
Huwhkeye. 


Dr. MircHELt has made an analysis of snake 
poisons, and says the venoms are made up of 
three proteid bodies, the first of which reduces 
the blood pressure, induces swelling, and finally 
brings about putrefactive effects, while the sec- 
ond is a virulent substance, one twentieth of a 
grain of which will kill a pigeon in two hours. 
The Doctor may have believed that he was ana- 
lyzing snake poison; but it looks as if he has 
been made the victim of a practical joke. Some 
wag hypothecated his serpent venom and sub- 
stituted a quantity of Kentucky whiskey in its 
place.—Norristown Herald. 


An Order of Dancing—A Death Sentence.— 
Puck. One in which a party gets the hang of 
the galops, even if it kills him.— Boston Courier. 


HOW | BECAME A CRACK SHO7, 
WITH HINTS ON SHOOTING. 

By W. Milton Farrow, Champion Member of American Team, etc., etc. 

Sent post-paid on receipt of $1.00. News-dealers and Book- stores supplied. 


W. MILTON FARROW, Springfield, Mass. 


Hunting, Fishing and Pleasure Boats, 


Cedar or Pine. A Clin 
ker built boat. 13 fee: lo 
bh beam, Wty 
ts built - rier, \d stamp for 
AS, Weubvene iit 


Please take time for re- 


















with oars, $%9. 
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NOTICE. 
Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 88, 50, 53, 56, 
5S, 79, 85, 87, 108, 109, 112, 119, 140 and 154 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 


per copy. 











sure PIANOS cp: 


Square 
Received First Prize tere. fl ay Philadel- 
h 
Received First Prize ae Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882. 
The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piaro 
among the musical public is the best proof ofits excellence. 
SOHMER & CO.,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East 14th Street, New York. 


THE MANHATTAN 


FOR MARCH 





CONTAINS: 
FRONTISPIECE. The Vase, From a Painting by Mariano 
Fortuny. Engraved by Frank French. 


DARTMOUTH COLLEGE, By B. B. Vallentine. Profusely 
illustrated from sketches made for the article, and photo- 
graphs. 

TRANSFORMATION. 
Prescott Spofford. 

A FARMER’S SORROW. A Poem. By Sarah Orne Jewett. 

OUR FORESTS AND TREE LORE, By Laura C. Holloway. 

WHAT CAME OF A KIT OF MACKEREL. A Story By 
J. H. Walworth. 

A WALK IN WINTER. By Charles C. Abbott. 

RAFTING ON THE ALLEGHANY. By William Willard 
Howard. Profusely illustrated. 

WHAT WILL BECOME OF EGYPT? By Gen. W. W. kor- 
ing, Pasha. 


THE MYTH OF FINGAL’S CAVE. By Cope Whitehouse. 
Illustrated. 
TINKLING CYMBALS. 
Fawcett. 
CREATION OR EVOLUTION? By George Ticknor Curtis. 
POEMS by Gideon J. Tucker, James B. Kenyon a -d others. 
RECENT LITERATURE. TOWN TALK. SALMAGUNDI. 


$3.00 a year, postage paid. 


THE MANHATTAN MAGAZINE CoO., 
Temple Court, New York City. 


THE CELEBRATED 


A Story. Concluded. By Harriet 


A Story. Continued. By Edgar 


25 cents a number. 











MANUFACTURED BY 
JOHN F. STRATTON & CO., 
IMPORTERS OF MUSIC BOXES AND ALL KINDS OF MusiCAL MERCHANDISE. 


49 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK. 





THE eh al 


— PATENT, U.S.A, JAN. 10, 1882.) 















PENS TO REFILL, 
(Fine, Medium, or Broad Points), 
40c, PER BOX, 


MAY THE 
ORDINARY 
CHARACTERISTICS 
OF THE 
LEAKING HAND-WRITING 
ANDIS ARE 
READY FOR ENTIRELY 
IMMEDIATE USE PRESERVED 
$1.00 $150 
POCKET SIZE DESK SIZE 
REQUIRES NO PEN RENEWABLE 
ADJUSTMENT AT PLEASURE 


FITTED WITH A NON-CORRODIBLE PEN. 


Simple in construction and not liable to get out of order 
FITTED WITH 


PALLADIUM PEN 


(IRIDIUM-POINTED) 
Flexible as ~<_ durable 


POCKET SIZE DESK SIZE 
as G told 


$2.50 mH $3.00 


ay ALL STATIONERS. 


THOS. DE LA RUE & CO. 
MANUFACTURERS AND SOLE LICENSEES, 
LONDON, PARIS, AND NEW YORK. 
LES. PILES. PI 


Es. 
Cured wttinas| kai verter or salve, No charge until eured. ite for 
reference, CURKINS, 11 East Twenty-ninth Street, N. Y. 
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“1 owe my 
Restoration 
¥ to Health 
, and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 
REMEDIES,’ 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady. 






ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuricuRA REMEDIES, 

Curicura REsoLv«NT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. F 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. ; . 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Cuticurs, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily 
Skin. 

Cuticura Remepiss are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $z. PotTzr DruG Anp CuEmicat Co., Boston, Mass. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 


Breakst Cocoa 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
eal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, casily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 

- es 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 





CW 


W. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass 


MAGIC LANTERNS 








And Stereopticons, all prices. Views illustrating every sub- 
ject for Public Exhibition, &. A PROFITABLE BUSINESS 
FOR A MAN WITH SMALL CAPITAL. Also Magic 
Lanterns for home »amusement. 116-page Illustrated Ca'alogue 
free. MCALLISTER, Munnfg. Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. Y. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORK, 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 


5 () Satin Chromo Cards, Beauties, nameon 10c, Auto- 








graph Album in gilt and colors. 10¢., or both, 16c, Agents 
make money! Full Outfit and Samples, 25 cents. 
CLINTON & CO., North Haven, Conn. 





Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
to 20 days. Nopay till Cared. 
Dk, J. STEPHENS, Lebanon, Uhiu. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You Can Buy A WHOLE IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100-FLORINS 
Government Bond, 


Issued in 1864, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and are 
redeemable in drawings 


THREE TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn, with a larger or smaller 
premium, Every bond must draw a prize, as there &re no blanks. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 Florins, 

20,000 florins, 

15,000 Florins, 
and bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 200 Florins, 

The next drawing takes place on the 


lst of March, 1884, 


And every bond bought of us on or before the 1st of March is 

entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 

that date. Out-of-town orders, sent in registered letters, and in- 

closing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
For orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City, 


[Established in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing please state that you saw this in English Puck. 


Wonc Ninc is a real, flesh-and-blood Chi- 
nese boy. He tells, in his own words, thegfol- 
lowing legend of Confucius, as well as a few of 
his own ideas of American life and customs: 
“I know plenty stories about on home China. 
You ever hear about Kong-foo-too ?—American 
call him Confucius—he very great man. 

“ Maybe you like, I tell you one story. Kong- 
foo-too—he travel all over China. He live 
about two, three thousand year ago, yes/ sure/ 
He travel every city, teach Chinaman—that 
very good. 

“One city he no came—that Canton—one 
very big place inside three big walls. Kong- 
foo-too, or Confucius, he come to Canton, and 
try to come in the gate—very big gate. 

“One little boy there, seven years old. I 
think that little boy too smart. He making 
play of a little city, and building three little 
walls around it, all the same like Canton. He 
took up too much room, and talk too smart, so 
that Confucius can not get in. 

‘‘He watch him a little while, then he say: 
‘I guess Canton all right, this boy can teach 
Canton. I go some other place.’ TZhat very 
bad/ Next year the boy die—very strange that! 
So Canton never get any teaching, not from 
boy, not from Kong-foo-too. I think not very 
good for little boy to be too smart.” —S¢, Nicho- 
las. 

THE press is now publishing interesting anec- 
dotes of the late Wendell Phillips, One inci- 
dent which goes to show his keen sarcastic wit 
is told of him, As he was journeying over the 
New York Central, a rather pompous clergyman 
approached him and asked: 

“What is your aim in life ?” 

To which Mr, Phillips bluntly replied: 

“To benefit the negro.” 

“Why don’t you go down South, then, and 
do it?” inquired the reverend gentleman. 

“Well, that zs worth thinking about,’’ an- 
swered Mr, Phillips: “ but,’ continued he: “I 
notice you wear a rather white necktie; I would 
like to ask what is your aim in life?” 

“To save souls from hell,’? was the answer. 

“Well, then, why don’t you go to hell to do 
it?”? asked Mr. Phillips; but he received no 
reply. His clerical friend had gone into an- 
other car.—Peck’s Sun 


A WEALTHY young mercnant of Augusta, Ga., 
has accepted sixteen challenges to fight duels 
from as many different young men. His phy- 
sician has doubtless advised him to indulge in 
this harmless but invigorating Southern recrea- 
tion for the benefit of his health. It is less ex- 
pensive, too, than taking a trip to the sunny 
clime of Italy, and quite as conducive to long- 
evity as sawing a cord of hickory wood every 
morning before breakfast.—Norristown Herald. 





But few articles have reached such a world-wide reputation as 
Angostura Bitters. For over fifty years they have been 
the acknowledged standard regulators of the digestive organs. 
Their success has incited imitations. Be sure you get the genuine 
article manufactured only by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS 


TO PUCK. 





We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regular book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical chronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part of the U. S., $1.00. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS Puck, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 





BAUS PIANOS 


: TERMS 
PRICES? in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. EASY. 


LOW Yarerooms: 26 W. 23rd st., N.Y. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


FOR ROAD USE 





SEND 3CT. S 
FOR ILLU 


THE POPE MFC. CO. 


597 WASHN ST.,BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Warren St., NEW YORE. 


StraicuT MesH 
ot 0 0 CIGARETTES 
THE FINEST. 


By W. S. Kimball & Co, 











13 First Prize Medals. 








-. GOLLARS *GUFFS 


» OF THE CY 
ROWN'BRAND 
y ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 


hm Geo.B.GLuettT,Bro.&Co. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best" 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectione 
, 78 Madison 8t., Chicago." 
THE 


mils Tt ZDUEBER),/ (GLAS 
me AWSON’S(.32:..)U. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 


A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible 


Theindividual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 
Sold by Drnggists. (Fany Bandage\ S, E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. | Guaranteed. J Saratega Springs, N. Y. 
= @& Double Enamel Chromo Cards, Embellished in 
many beautiful colors, with name, 10c., Sample book, 
25c, STEAM CARD WORKS, West Haven, Conn. 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 

































Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 
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A immocened Seirenre 

















BEHNING 


Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. I4th ST., N. Y. 





Lvenofd) 
stable Ks Ca 


ORIENTAL RUCS 
CARPETS. 


We are offering an extensive assortment of 
the above goods at a great reduction in price. 


PARTIES intending to furnish will certainly 
be profited by an inspection. 


Proadway AS ob ét. 


NEW YORK. 
nently dissolves guperfluous 


LADIES! Su Hair, root and branch, in 


ou minutes, without pain wo or injury. 
REN O F THE TOLLE A harmless, natural 
fier. CProduces wiite transparent com- 

po a we yoo pert articulars. TH 

NIVERSITY CHEMICA AL Pana ATION ’ WORKS, 
249 So Philadelphia. Pa. 


h Sixth Street, 
| CURE a | S then have them return again, I 
mean aradicalcure I nave made 


the disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long 
study. I warrant my remedy tocure the worst cases. Because others 
have failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. Send at once 
for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express 
and Post Office. It costs you mthing for a trial, and I willcure you 
Address Dr. H. G. ROOT, 183 Pearl Street, New York. 


Best TRUSS ever used. 


Improved Elastic Truss. Positively 
cures Rupture. 
Sent by mail everywhere. 
Write for full descriptive circulars 
to the 
N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO., 
744 Broapway, EW York. 








Deer covert: mown. Perma only 





When I say cure, T do not mear 
merely to stopthem for atime and 











ALI-NIGHT INHALATION! 


ey 8 yl 
THE a oor 

This wonderful appllance is cur- 
ing “* hopeless cases ’’ of CATARRH 
and ConsumpTIvE diseases. It ap- 
plies Medicated and Curative 
to the mucous lining of the Nose, 
Throat and Lungs ALL NIGHT, 
whilst sleeping as usual. Perfectl 
comfortable, safe and pleasant. /¢ 
is a radical and permanent cure 
Jor Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 





(Being CURED.) 


7 * ee tion. 
Explanatory ae a Fs nes aati sotiuceiols sen? free. 
Add 4 - 
sed HE Pbbtiesmnue be Pitisacisnis, Pa. 


Please mention Puck when writing. 





ES. 


At a fashionable reception in Washington 
the hostess, noticing a suspicious-looking char- 
acter among the guests, directed her son’s at- 
tention to him, saying 

“1 thought I had taken care to invite no 
Western Congressmen.” 

“ He isn’t a Western Congressman, mother,” 
explained the young man: “I saw him have his 
boots blacked just before he came in.””—Bals- 
more Day. 


A MAIDEN lady of Kentucky has just com- 
pleted a quilt containing thirty pieces, ,upon 
which-she has been working for 15,480 years. 
That looks wrong, but it corresponds with our 
memorandum.—Cincnnati Saturday Night. 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CoO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 


JANT 33 PaTE TING PRESS, $1; outfit $1; 

er, $2 5v, with a script ty 
outfit $4. yo cards and catal Nd 
W. C. EVANS, So N. Ninth 8t, P 








More Light on the History of George Washington. 
See Puck’s ANNUAL for ’84. Price Twenty-five Cents. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
. f N a Nos.: 048, 14, 130,333, 161. 
For Sa.é BY ALL STATIONERS. 
ESTERBROOK STE PEN CO., 


Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John &t., New York 


BYER’s I BEARD ELIXIR 
Mustache, Whis- 
rice oy oa a - ts 
og Has 
with directions sealed and po som 
ed all, of either sex, to more mone 


‘ampeorsiven. Ia. Li. L SMITH & C0., Agents, P Palatine, Il 
ht away than anything else in this 


A g | l E,: A Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure, At once address Trux & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 





1840. FOR 
SHAVING 


HAS NEVER BEEN EQUALLED, 


GENUINE 


YANKEE SOAP 


MANCHE TER, CONN. 
WILLIAMS & BROTHERS 


CHEMISTS AND APOTHEOCARIEZES. 
“To prevent —— signature will be upom 





For 20 years has been stand- 


‘AABN '§ ‘2 UT AzT[ UN 103 paw 


(Copy cag 
ALL DRUGGISTS KEEP IT. 
TRIAL SAMPLE FOR 2 CENTS, 
J.B. WILLIAMS & CO., Glastonbury, Ct. 


RUPTURE 


Relievedand cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three 1 For particulars address with stamp to 
- EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


CONSUMPTION 











T have a positive 
ez ad tho 
above 3 by 
its use ¢ thousands 
Je REE’ 


rst kind and of long standing have Seon oe vet. 

»thatl willsend TWOB 
ATISE on this disease, ae any ig eulTore. 
Give Express and P. O. address DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N 


80 strong is my faith in itsefficac 
together with a VALUABLE TR. 






















| Peter Henderso 


Were Sown aa Planted in 1883, with 
PETER HENDERSON &Co‘s 


SEEDS an PLANTS 


CATALOGUE FOR 1884.FREE TO ALL. 
CO.,} 35 &37 Cortlandt St, Newyerk. | 











disorders of the D'geative 
to a glass ofcham 
beware of counterfeits. 
article, man’ 


&1B 





Ask your grocer or 
y DR. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE ACERT. 





BITTERS. 


excellent appetizing toate of 
m le world, ay 


uisite flavor, now over the 
psia, Diarrhea, Fever dy = 2, we all 
ns. A few drops imparts delicious flavor 
e, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, r 
Bs ad for the genuine 

J.@. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 


ROADWAY. N; Y. 











rey a 
BITTERS 


psi 3 





Excite the appetite, 





moderately increase 
the temperature of the { 
body and force of the 
circulation, and ~ 

tone and strengt 

the system. They A... | 
the best for Cocktails. 


WM. M. LESLIE, 


87 Water Street, N.Y. 








The ¢ 


BOKER’'S BITTERS 


STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





Yidest and Best of all 








P. LENK & C0. | 
OHIO WINES. 


178 Duane Street, 
NEW YORK. | 





Loh 


name. 





The most reliable House for Lager- ga 
beer, Weis: beer, Soda, Hock, Brandy § 


LARGE STOCK OF CORE 


BOTTLERS’ SUPPLIES 
EARL HUTTER, 


185 BOWERY, 


KARL HUTTER, 


PATENTEE OF THE 


NING BOTTLE STOPES, 







NEW YORK, 





Lovely Chromo 


40 elegant Band Ring $1. Agt’s book an 
25c. FRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 


Cards, name in | 10c.; 11 pks. with 
Il’d Premium List 





a 


ver, Roses, Li 








Hea, Mot &e, 
packs #1: 4 bin and th Geld. "Rin Free. 
CARD CO., CENT 


piss ring, made of 
Heavy 1s 18 s98 Mol ed Gold, packed in 
lvet Casket, warran years, 
re t-paid, » 8 for $1. BO 
ards, “Beauties,” ali ‘Gold, Kil. 
2 with mame on, 10c., 11 










K, CONN 
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